


88 The Tw 0 Noble Ktnfmen, 

The bliffefiiH dew of heaven do’s arowze you. 

The powcrfall P'ems^vicll hath grac’d her Altar, 

Aad given y®u your love : Out Maflet Afars 
Haft vouch’d his Oracle, and to s^rcife gave 
The grace of the Contention : So the Deities 
Have (bewd due juflice ; Bcatc this hence. 

‘Pal, O Cofen, 

That we ftiould things defite, which doc cofi us 
The lofle of our defire ; That nought could buy 
Deare love, but lofle of deare love. 

The/, Never Fortune 

Did play a fubtlet Gamc:The conquerd triamphesj 
The vifVor has the Lofle :yct in the paflage. 

The geds have becnc moft cquall ; Palamo/tf 
Your kinfeman hath confeft the right e’th Lady 
Did lye in you, for you firft faw her,and 
Even then proelaimd your fancie : He reftotd her 
As yoUr ftolne Icwel!,and defir’d youtlpirit 
To fend him hence forgiven ; The gods my juflice 
Take from my hand,and they therrjielvcs become 
The Executioners ; Leadc your Lady off; 

And calJyour Lovers from the ftageof death. 

Whom I adopt my Frinds. A day or tvvo 
Let us looke fadly,and give grace unto 
The Funcrall of Arcitejxi whofe end 
The vifages ofBridcgroonies wcelcput on 
And fmile with whom an houre. 

But one hourc finccjl was as dearcly ferry. 

As glad of ty€rcite','mA am how as glad. 

As for him forry. O you heavenly Charmers, 

What things you make ofusPFor what wclackc 
We laugh, for what we have, are forry ftill. 

Ate children in foroe kind. Let us be thankefull 
For that which js,and with you leave diipute 
That are above our queftion ; Let’s goe off. 

And bcare us like the time; Extmt* 


'i 


EPILOGVE. 

■gwouldnovo askejehowje 

Vsut as it is rvith Schoole B oyes.camot jay, 

fm cruellfearcfM : yetpy a whUe ^ 

let me looke upon ye : No man fnnle . 

^henitgoeshardlfec:, Hethathas 

lovdayonghanfome wench then^^ow f \ 

TU ham if none be heere^ ‘tnd’fhe wtU 
Amnft his Confcience let hsmhtjfe, andkt 

OurMarket:Tisinvaine,lfeetofiayyee, 

Have4ttheworficancome,then-,Nowwhatfayye. 

And -set mi fake me not: I am not bold 
wJavenifuch caufe. Jfthe tale we have told 
(Fort is no other )anj way content y c) 

(For to that honefi purpofe it was ment y e) 

We have our end j and ye jhall have ere long 
t dare fay many a better, to prolong 
Tour old loves to us : we, and all our might, 
Refatyourfervice, Gentkmen^good night, 

Florifli. 
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